THE FOG
THE city is wrapped in a yellowish-grey humidity; it
might be likened to wet smoke., if such a thing were pos-
sible. Five paces in front of you the moisture seems so
dense, even solid, you would think there can be no air
there., that it must have been swallowed up by this grimy
vapour. But you walk into it as into any other mist,
except that you find it hard to breathe and your eyes are
helpless. The sounds of the vast city are all strangely
merged into a muffled, colourless, opaque roar; only rarely
do you hear the blare of automobile horns, still more rarely
human voices, and that perhaps only because you are
expecting them. The peal of bronze bells loses its fluid reso-
nance; it does not die away slowly but breaks off abruptly, as
if after every stroke a hat had been clapped over the belfry.
The sirens on the river carry a note of dejection, as if
the steamers were tired or afraid to navigate in the fog.
Dripping taxis, carts and horses glide out of the mist
and slip back into it as if greased with oil; people, damp
and strangely silent, their coat collars turned up, their
hands thrust in their pockets, their necks craned forward,
move toward one another at a gait indicative of a desire
to avoid accidents. The fog envelops them in a semiopaque
film, and in it a man looks like a yolk within the white
of an egg.
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